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CHAPTER I. 


MOND’S. 
“Dr. Martin Raymond. a 
Nick Carter read the name on a card 
before him. It was evening, and he sat 
ms in his office. 
d bore, besides the name, thie 
It was on Forty- 
Fifth avenue. 
“Specialist lt diseases. Stilla 


ung man. Fashionable. Makes a eoea 
I never met him,” 


“Such 4 was Nick’s teview of what he 
__knew about Dr. Raymond. Then he gave 
| orders ‘to have him shown in. 
They gr wes each other, and then the 
octor said: 
rent your advice. ” 
a Tt is at your. Service.” 


a affair has occurred at 
my house, . 
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NICK CARTER’S LEAP IN THE DARK. 


By the Author of ‘‘NICK CARTER.” 


“‘You fear that a crime will follow."’ 

“I scarcely know what I fear. What I 
do know is this, that I need the advice of 
a mau skilled in all sorts of mysteries, as 
you are.’’ 

‘*Very well; please state the facts.’’ 

‘Yesterday afternoon, about half-past 
five, two men called at my house. I was 
alone in my consulting-room. 

‘*The men were admitted. They intxo- 
duced themselves as father and son, and 
gave the name Fernandez. 

“The older was short, 
shouldered, and thick-set. 
fifty years old. 

‘His son was very tall, and strongly 
built. Both were handsome in face, and 
were well dressed. 

“They said that their home was in Ha- 
vana. I was not surprised, for they were 
of dark complexion, and looked like Cu- 
bans. 


‘* “My father,’ said the younger man, 
‘wishes to consult you.’ 


very broad- 
He was about 
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*¢ (What is the trouble?’ I asked. 

** ‘Catalepsy,’ replied the elder man, 
gloomily. ‘You are, I believe, an expert 
in such diseases.’ 

**T bowed, and then suggested that we 
proceed at once to the examination. 

‘At this the son immediately arose, and 
said that he would step into my waiting- 
room, 

‘*I was about to urge him to remain, 
when he made a-sign to me, behind his 
father’s back. 

“I understood him to mean that his 
father would answer my questions more 
freely if he were alone with me. This is 
often the case. 

“tT therefore said nothing more, and the 
young inan passed into the waiting-robm. 

‘*We then proceeded to the examina- 
tion. It had gone on for perhaps fifteen 
minutes, when suddenly I perceived a 
change come over the face of my patient. 

‘*His eyes became fixed and expression- 
less He was staring like a dead man. 
His form was rigid as iron. He sat bolt 
upright in the chair, with his hands 
clenched upon his knees. 

- “T recognized the symptoms at once. 
In the very act of describing his dreadful 
disease, my patient had been stricken by 
it. He was in a cataleptic trance. 

‘The remedies which I employ in such 

cases were all down stairs in my labor- 


_atory—a room I haye fitted up for the 


purpose in the basement. 

“T hastened to this room, but some 
minutes were occupied in finding the 
medicines required. 

**When I returned to my office it was 


empty. 
“Considerably alarmed, I ran into the 


“waiting-room to call the younger Fer- 


nandez. _He had disappeared. 


: _ “Nobody had seen the men go ont. In 
- fact, nobody was in that part of the house 
except the boy: who answers the bell. He 


usually sits in the lower became pups 
7 zm Mer oe ie aes Pet or oes = 
pa 3 “seh = = * : 


‘He had heard nothing. 
loss to explain the affair. 

“Naturally, I did not expect to see the 
men again, but this afternoon, at the 


I was at a 


same hour as before, they called upon me. 


‘*They apologized profusely for their 
strange conduct of the previous day. 

** “My father’s mind is always confused 
when he wakes from one of his trancesjs 
said young Fernandez. ‘He woke yester- 
day while you were out of the room. His 
memory on recent events was a blank, as 
it always is for a time after his seizures. 

“¢ He found himself in a strange house, 
and did not know how he had got there. 
As quickly as possible, he made his way 
to the street. 

‘© *T saw him pass out, and supposed 
that the consultation was over. When I 
overtook him on the sidewalk, his condi- 
tion was such that he could not explain 
anything tome. I put him right intoa 
carriage and took him to the hotel where 
we are staying.’ _— 

“‘T was obliged to be contented with 
this explanation. Mr, Fernandez, Sr., 
earnestly requested. me to continne my 
examination, so strangely interrupted, 
and I did so. 

‘‘The son again retired to the waiting- ~ 
room. In half an hour we joined him 
there. 

‘oThe father had already thanked me, 
and paid my charges. I had advised him,,_ 
and prescribed for him, Both men took 
their leave most civilly, and succeeded 
in making me forget the strangeness of 
their former leave-taking. ee 

_ “They had hardly gone out when Mr. 
Joseph Allen came in. I should have tol 

you that Mr. Allen is a resident im my 
house. He is my patient, and also oe 
partner.’’ , 

‘“That’s a strange combination,’’ said 
Nick. a 

“It certainly is. I will ie it Tater. 


i 


his room, and qermedeaiely I heard an 
3 -oeer 
“JT ran up stairs, sea along the hall to 
ie tear of the house where his apartment 
is. The door was open, and I saw him 
running about in great excitement. 
“(Who has been in my room?’ he 
ied, over and over again, without giv- 
me a chance to answer him. ~ 
_ “He is an exceedingly nervous man. 
Indeed, it is for a chronic nervous disor- 
' der that I have treated him for many 
Yeats... al : 
6c 1 was” his excitement that I feared 
. do him great injury. 
~ ‘What makes you think that anybody 
~_has been in your room ?? I asked, as soon 
as hie gave me the chance. — 
Took here!’ he exclaimed, and 
a pointed to the carpet, which is of a very 
ploy. 


is of ‘a man. It was a very 
sa ooo ‘but tater nese ine conan easily 
recognized. 
+» “Indeed; Mr. 
; , and yet I had no difficulty in assur- 
a ‘ing myself that that footprint was made 
_ by the younger Fernandez. 

~ “Tt was perfectly clear that he had vis- 
ited Mr. Allen’s room while I had been 
” ith my cataleptic galacn 


PY 
” 


et a strong box on th : tm: by 
of the bed. Fa 


d no attention to my inquiry; 
9 an armehair, sveees 


A thief had 
room, and had gone 
y anything. Why 
desperately afraid ? 
are bes a dis- 
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Cattets I am no detec. ’ 


eased condition, but, in spite of my 
knowledge of that fact, I was surprised to 
see him yield to such childish fear.’’ 

‘“Had -you ever seen him so before?’’ 
asked Nick. 

“Twas just going to tell you. About 
ten days ayo he hada similar attack, but 
Jess violent.’’ 

‘*What caused it?’’ 

“That is more than I can tell."’ 

‘What were the circumstances ?”’ 

‘(He sat in my office reading a paper.’’ 

“What paper ?’’ 

‘The Sz”? 

“Do vou. know the date?’’ 

“Morning paper of a week ago Mon- 
day,’’ repled Dr. Raymond; ‘‘but the 
paper had nothing to do with the attack.’’ 

““How do you know ?”’ 

‘Tl examined the page which he had 
been reading. There was absolutely noth- 
ing of a startling or sensational character 
on it.’’ 

_ “Any deaths?’’ 

** No, 2’ 

“Any criminal news?” 

“Nothing of any consequence.’ 

» “Very well; what happened?” 

“He suddenly turned very pale, and 
rose from his chair. He trembled vio- 
lently. 

‘*At first I supposed it to be only one of 
his ordinary nervous attacks, but I soon 
saw the difference. I asked him what the 
trouble was, but he gave no satisfactory 
answer. He said it was a chill.’’ 

“His behavior, you say, was similar 
this afternoon when he found that some- 
body had been in his room."’ 

8 Ves, bE ers 

“*Yowvare sure that Seothieas had been 
stolen ?’’ 

‘*He told me so afterward.’ 

“*Is that the whole story ?”’ 

“Yes; I succeeded in calming him, and 
then he told me that he was nervously 
alarmed about thieves. We talked for 
some time, and then I Seng getting 


ere, 


Gira ye ge” 
oe ¥ "a - 
Anat ee 7 £ 
i ap aoe 
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advice regarding the matter which had so 
startled _— He consented, and I came 
to you.”’ 

“Did you tell him to whom. you were 
going to apply?” 

‘*No; I did not wish to alarm him. He 

_would not hear of my consulting the 
police. SolItold him that you were a 
friend of mine, and an unusually shrewd 
man. 

‘*He asked if you could be trusted not 
to talk about the affair except to us, aud 
I assured him that youcould, ‘hen he 
expressed a desire to see you.”’ 

**Tt was on his account, then, that you 
caine ?”? 

‘Ves; 1 believe, as a pliysician, that it 
is important that something should be 


done to quiet his fears. You will do that,’ 


and at the same time wil! tell me just 
what you really think of the affair.’’ 

**T77]]} do the latter, at any rate,’’ said 
Nick. ‘‘Come; let us talk with Mr. Al- 
len.”’ 

They found the doctor’s carriage at 
Nick’s door, 

“Does anybody live in your house ex- 
cept yourself, Mr. Allen, and the serv- 
ants?” asked Nick, as the carriage started. 

**No.?? 

‘(How many servants liave you?’’ 

‘*An old woman as cook; her daugliter 
as chambermaid, and a young man who 
attends to the door.’’ 

Nothing more was said till they reached 
-the doctor’s house. It seemed to be al- 
“= most dark, except for a- lamp in the doc- 
© -tor’s office, a corner room. 

‘‘What’s happened’ to the hall lamps, 
i wonder ?’’ muttered the alate as he 
_ opened the door. 

: Certainly the hall was almost dark. 
The gas was not burning. 


a At the head of the stairs was an oil 
lamp, which seemed to Ifwve been placed 
a _ there for some pectiliar purpose, for it 


was shaded so. that it shed no light in the 
upper hall. What bers ere wee 


eT ~t 
= = 


thrown along tlie stairs, but it burned | 
badly, and the broad staircase was very | 
dinily illuminated. 

Without a word, the two men began to 
ascend, : : 

Suddenly they were aware of a hurried | 
niovement in the hall above. Then they | 
heard a couple of sharp clicks, ) 

A harsh voice cried: ; 

“Stand where you are, or I'll shoct} 
you dead!’ 

There was just light enough for Nick | 
to see two pistol] barrels resting on the 
banister tail, and to make out the dim @ 
shape of a pale face behind them. ka 


CHAPTER II. 


NICK’S ADVICE. 


‘*Never draw a pistol till you’re ready 
to shoot,’’ is a familiar saying in the | 
West. 

The man who confronted Nick Carter | 
and Dr. Raymond came near learning the | 
wisdom of that adage in avery unpleasant | 
manner. 4 

Nick was not the man to permit any-~ 
body to “hold him up.’’ Despite the fact ' 
that the person at the head of the stairs 
seemed to have the drop, he would doubt- 
less have had the worst of an exchange of — 
shots. _ r 

But Dr. Raymond’s exclamation pre- { 
vented any stich result. 

*Allen,’’ he cried, ‘‘what nonsense 1s \ 
this ?’’ : 
“Ts that you, doctor ?”’ eel 
‘*Of couse it is.”’ 
“Who's with you?’ 
‘“The gentleman I spoke to you about 

—Mr. Nichols. 

There was the sound of a mateh being 
struck in the upper hall. Presently the” 
gas flamed up. a 

It showed Nick a fat man in adressing- 
gown, much too large for him. This fact, 
and the flabby folds of skin upon his face 
a it Say ce met 


ee = 


“and neck, showed that, though he was 
: still: fat, he had been much fatter. 
me had a pistol in one hand, and there 

as another sticking out of a pocket of 
xe the dressing-gown. 
‘I beg your pardon, doctor,’ he said ; 


“but you know my excuse. 

a A very alarming affair, Mr. Nichols,’ 
continued. ‘‘Of course, Dr. Sanaa 

has told you about the thief. I-have some 

reason to be alarmed don’t you think 


silt A ‘really I was almost sure you 
“were Pike devils come back.” 

~ **¥ou were prepared for them, I see,’’ 
‘said Nick, pointing to the shaded lamp. 
» “Yes, indeed. I had to be. You see 

I’m all alone.’’ 

__ ‘How about the servants ?”’ 

sleep away off. This is a big 
a queer house, tod. Floors all 
hea: a clap of thunder 
d sane Fight 


effort "tebe 
=a ose, as Nick clearly saw. 
a. Dr. Raymond led the way to Allen’s 
room. ‘It was very large, and had an al- 
cove in which stood a great, old-fashioned 


is-Nick saw the strong box 
ond had mentioned. 


Mo your 


: 


Ni feliols, bit my Bates 
s yielded me something. — 


ong ‘box. 


isin that 
4 q hing Hee 


- uks. No, sir. I keep 


4 
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are after it. The doctor has, uF course, 
told you all about that matter.’ 

‘(Who are these thieves?’’ asked Nick. 

‘‘Hasn’t the doctor told you ?’’ 

‘*He told me what tliey pretended to 
be. I want to know who they are.”’ 

‘‘How can I tell that?” 

“Mr. Allen, you have asked me to ad- 
vise you in a very serious matter. I can’t 
do it unless you tell me the truth.”’ 

“Of course I’ll tell you the truth. Dr. 
Raymond says you’re safe, and he’s about 
the only man I will trust.” 

“Very well. Do you still say that you 
believe the men who called here this aft- 
ernoon wished to steal the contents of 
that box ?”’ 

“Why, certainly, and——’ 

“‘Good-night, Mr. Allen,’’ ‘said Nick, 
rising. 

‘What!’ cried Allen. 
advise me?’ 

“*] advise you to tell the truth,’’ said 
Nick, as he left the room. ‘ 

Dr. Raymond followed him instantly. 

Allen remained standing with his 
mouth half open, as if he wanted to say 
something, aud couldn't make up his 
mind what it should be. 

“Conte into my consultation room,” 
said the doctor. | 

‘““There’s no use,’’ said Nick. “‘I won’t 
have anything to do with this man. I 
won’t act for a client whio tries to deceive 
me.’’ 

‘Then advise me. 
in good faith.”’ 

“I will give you the best advice I have 
to offer. It is this: Keep close watch of 


’ 


“Vou refuse to 


I at least am Bee 


; _ Allen. Make Dim stay in the house where 


you can have your eye on him. Don’t 
neglect this, for the case is very serious." 

_ Doctor Raymond looked puzzled for a 
“moment. Then his face lighted up. 

sie understand, ‘you,’’ he-said, ‘‘and will 
do as you says?) 

Nick returned to his house in the ne 
tor’ s carriage. 
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About eight o’clock the next morning, 
while Nick was in his office, he heard a 
carriage rattle up to the door and stop. 
Evidently the driver was in a great hurry. 

Looking out of the window, Nick rec- 
ognized Dr. Raymond’s carriage. The 
coachman jumped off the box, ran up the 
steps of the house like a madiman, and 
nearly broke the doorbell with the vio- 
lence of his ringing. 

Nick got down to the door aliead of his 
servant. He flung it open. 

“Ts Mr. Carter here?’’ asked the coach- 
aian, in hurried tones. 

**T am he.”? 

“Dr. Raymond wants you to come to 
his house just as soon as you can.”’ 

‘What has happened ?”’ 

Mr. Allen has lung himself.’’ 

Without asking for the particulars, 
Nick jumped into the carriage, which 
was instantly set in motion. 

At the doctor’s house all was in confu- 
sion. 

Dr. Markham, coroner’s physician, was 
just entering. Nick went in with him. 

At the head of the stairs was Dr. Ray- 
mond, : 

“This is dreadful,”’ he said. ‘‘I had no 
suspicion of anything like this.’’ 

“Why not?’’ asked Nick. ‘‘I warned 
you.” 

**Warned me?” 

Yes." 

“You told me not to let Allen go out 
¥ F of the house."’ 
“YT told you to watch him, to keep your 
eye upon him constantly.’? 
3 ~ But I couldn't remain in his room all 
the time.” 
pe “You should have guarded it."’ 
“I did. My servant—the young man T 
told you about—sat up in the hall all 
- = aight that is, after midnight.’’ 
3 abt ark is he?” 


ont. 
were > ite passing 


spoken while the 
Posing hoe she hall, 


ooo 


and- while the doctor was opening the 
door of Allen’s room. 

“It is exactly as I found it,*’ Dr. Ray- 
mond said. ‘‘1 have not allowed anything 
to be disturbed, not even the body.” 

The sight which confronted 
within that room was shocking. 

Allen’s body hung by a rope from a 
strong hook in the ceiling. 

Tlie corpse was dressed only in a night 
shirt, pautaloons, aud siippers, 

It seemed that the great weight of the 
body had drawn the neck out to twice its 
length. The face was even more distorted 
than is usual with persons who have been 
hanged. 

The expression of terror which Nick 
had seen upon it on the previous evening 
was now horribly exaggerated. Evideutly 
the man’s last momeuts had been tor- 
tured by fear. . 

With a movement of his hand, Nick 
prevented Dr, Raymond andthecoroner’s | 
officer from ‘advancing far into the room. 

His quick eye swept over all the details 
of the scene. 

**You see,’’? said Dr. Raymond, ‘the — 
had gone to bed. You can see the iuprint 
of his body.”’ 

Nick nodded. 
“T should say he had been dead about 
four hours when I found him. ‘That ~. 
would show that he est himself about 

three in the morning.’ 

“Rather an early oe remarked the 7 
coroner’s physician. ‘‘Suicides usually ~ 
wait till daybreak, Four to six o’clock is © 
the hour.”’ ; 

‘*He seems to have smoked heavily all 
night,’? said Dr. Raymond, pointing to — 
the stubbs of two cigars in the grate. 

“There’s another on the edge of the — 
desk,’? said Dr. Markham. ‘You'll find 
it the case qttite often that men smoke 
constantly before they commit suicide.” — 

“Suicide ?’’ asked Nick. 

“Certainly,”’ ro both the Gortors 


in chorus. 


them 


4 


“Nonsense, ” said Nick, quietly. 
= re is no suicide here. This is mur- 

, and one of the most deliberate, cold- 
; blooded, aud remarkable crimes ever com- 
pas in this city.’’ 


; CHAPTER III. 
te : 
|THE GREAT DETECTIVE’S FINE WORK. 
Both the men whom Nick addressed 
“started back im ae when the word 


Hinipoesibic,*? he exclaimed. 
Why do you think so?’ asked Nick, 
calmly. z 
_. **Whoever heard of such a murder as 
this? How could murderers hang a man 
in this house and nobody hear his cries?’’ 
was done, nevertleless,’’ said Nick. 
sible zany again. The door was 


Skies 


i men mprantg a ioewala.” 


at “Do you see those marks?’? 
Saeed, pointing to the end of the key. 

~ “Nippers,”’ said the corner’s ie di 
_ after a careful look. 


lat do you mean?’’ cried Dr. Ray- 


Nick 


his ace 
;? They mean 
m the outside 


how could they have got into the 
Th pat young :nan was in the hall, 
"t have got to this door with. 
ng them.” 


pof murder breaks 
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has that young man been in your serv- 


ice?’’ 
‘«A bout a week.”’ 
“Where is he now??? 
‘*He went to the police station to give 


' information of this affair.’’ 


‘How long ago?’’ 
Dr. Raymond looked at his watch. 
“Fifty minutes,’’ he said. 


‘And no policeman has come to the 


house ?”’ 

StNo:; ” 

‘‘Well, that ought to settle it. He nev- 
er went there. He was in the plot.”’ 

Dr. Raymond seemed to be overwhielined 
by this statement. Then suddenly an idea 
flashed upon him. 

‘‘How could these men,’’ he asked, 
“have got into Allen’s room without 
waking him? They must have surprised 
him asleep, aud gagged him, or somebody 
would have heard his cries,’’ 

“‘Well, so they did.”’ 

“Gagged him?”’ , 

_ Ves. I knew that in a second. Look 
at his mouth.’? 

Nick led the two men to the side of the 
dangling body. The feet were only a few 
inches above the floor, and the face was 
thus about on a level with those of the 
men who now eagerly examined it, 

- “It is true,’? groaned Dr. Raymond- 
“There are the marks of a gag.’ 

‘They filled his. mouth with rags and 
then put a tight bandage across,’’ said 
Nick. 


mond. ‘I left Allen at midnight. He 
was so nervous that I was perfectly cer- 
tain he would not sleep.”’ 

“They could not have come in and 


done that while he was awake,”’ oe Dr. 


Markham. 
“Certainly not,” Nick Soectede ‘the 


was asleep fast enough. Feit 


vs ne: t believe it. Why, ee Tleft 
hi wes, nearly. peed leis * Seek it 


* 


‘*It seems impossible,’’ said Dr. Ray- 


‘ 


“*And for that reason you sent him this . 


glass containing medicine,’’ said Nick, 
picking tip a wineglass from a stand near 
the bed. 

“Yes; Isent him that. I quite fre- 
quently sent him medicine at night.” 

**You sent it by your young man—the 
one who has disappeared ?”’ 

**Ves,’’ 

‘*What was in it?” 

‘‘Bromide of potassium. That is as 
good as anything in such a case as his.’’ 

‘Any laudanum ?’’ 

“Certainly not.” 

Smell the glass.’* 

Nick held it under the doctor’s nose, 
and he started back with a cry. 

“Laudanum! He was drugged.’’ 

‘Certainly; and we know who did it."” 

“I guess that’s right,’’ said the cor- 
oner’s physician. 

“Tt must have been the Cubans,’’ ex- 
claimed Dr. Raymond. 

“What Cubaus?’’ asked Dr, Markham, 
and in reply Dr. Raymond briefly told 
the story of lis mysterious patient. ‘‘But 
they aren’t Cubans,’’ said Nick. 

“Why not?’ 

_ **Look at these cigars.’’ 
_ As Nick spoke he picked up the stubs 
which Dr, Markhain had noticed. 

“*These are all domestic cigars. No Cu- 
‘ban would ever have smoked them,”’ 

“*Smoked!? cried Dr. Raymond. ‘*Oh, 
come, now, Mr. Carter, you don’t mean 
to tell me that these men calmly smoked 


_cigars while they were committing mur- 


der.’’ 
“No doubt about it. 


smoke them, who did?” 
“Why, Allen, of course.’ 
Nick felt in the pocket of a coat which 

was hanging over a chair. 

“Here is Allen’s cigar case,’” he said. 

“It contains one cigar; genuine Havana, 


If they didn’t 
. 


very” goad quality. Nothing like these 


_. stubs. ’’ 
‘Smoked ae they strong him up,”’ 


3 
4 
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muttered Dr. Raymond. ‘‘Smoked while 
they watched him in his death agonies. 
Well, for sheer, cold-hearted brutality 
this beats everything on record:”? 

“Let us take down the body,” said 


‘Nick, and they laid it upon the bed and 


covered it with a sheet. 
‘“‘Now, Mr. Carter,’’ said the coroner’s 
physician, ‘‘since you seem able to read 


) 


; 


this criminal mystery like an open book, : 


tell us how it was done.”’ 

“It was done by three men. Two of 
them Dr. Raymond has already described, 
The third was smaller than the others, 
He was short, slenderly built, and a good 
deal of a cheap dandy.”’ 

“Mr. Carter,’’? said Dr. 
*thow can you possibly know that?’’ 

‘I know that he was small because I__ 
saw his muddy footprints on the light 
stair-carpet as we came up. 


Raymond, .’ 


They were | 


not nearly so large as the others, and | 


they were not so distinct, which shows. “ 
that he stepped lighter. 

‘IT call him a cheap dandy because he — 
smoked cigarettes and oiled his hair.”’ 

“Oiled his hair??? cried Dr. Raymond: © 
‘Oh, come Mr. Carter, this is going too — 
far," ; 

“T tell you he did. Look at that spot . 
on the wall.’ 


He ent to a faint stain on the pa-— 


per. It was just beside the dressing-case- 

A straight-backed chair stood in front of ; 

the spot. 
“He sat in that chair,’? Nick CON) 


tinued, ‘‘and tilted it back against the 


wall. There’s where he put his head. © 
You can detect the smell of the hair oil 
now. 

‘Tilt the chair back against the wall. 
thus. You can see where the back legs 
of the chair were by the dents in the car-- 
pet. There, now, estimate the size of the 
man by the distance from the seat of the } 
chair to the spot on the wall. He was” 

we short; wet over five feet five —., 


oS > 
a4 


a. 


‘‘Now take these aslies ee the floor. 
‘They are not cigar aslies.’ 
Certainly not,’? said the coroner’s 
physician. ‘*He smoked cigarettes sure 
ugh, ” 
“He mateo four,” said Nick. 
_ ‘**Where are the stubs?’ asked Dr: 
_ Raymond, suddenly, 
‘He carried them away in his pocket. 
The first one, he threw on the carpet. 
Then he thought it wouldn’t be well to 


have it found, or oue of the other men 
Se : him, and he picked it up.’’ 


‘Dr. Raymond rubbed his forehead, as 
ERs if he wished to make sure tliat he was 
__awake. 
_ “Yve heard a good deal about your 
work, Mr. Carter,’’ he said, at last; ‘‘but 
I never thought phat any man. on earth 


“Here is 
oe Seas « on the cigar- 
ette stub, to out. * Then he must 
have picked it up, Deca if. 
where is it? ; 
bt course he put it in ‘ity pocket. 
ere are marks on the wall where he 
rubbed the ends of the other cigarettes in 
order to put them out, so that they would 
_ not burn his pocket. ‘Three marks, and 
gue on the carpet is four. That makes the 
nber I sroke of. 
us go'back: ‘These three 
by the front door. That 


- 


, the old man 
i the tall man 


Tt was now Dr. Markban’ tw to 

~ hold up his hands in amazement, 
‘““That’s too much for me,” he sid: 

There can be no doubt of it. On the 


he didu’t, REA 
~ “YVes,’’ said Nick, “‘it was a trial. The 


- claimed Dr. Raymond. 


id st ir from the bottom rai will find | 
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footprints was first. made, and which 
last. 

“They opened Mr. Allen’s dvor with 
nippers, as I have described. Then, of 
course, they gagged him. 

‘By the time he had shaken off the in- 
fluence of the drug, he was bound and 
helpless. What his feelings were, gentle- 
men, when lie waked to find his enemies 
upon him, I leave you to imagine. 

“They left him, I think, sitting up in” 
the bed, and shaking, no doubt, with 
niortal terror, I presume that he was left 
in the bed, because I see no chair pre- 
pared for him, and because the pillows 
are rolled up as if they had been used to 
prop him in his helpless condition. 

‘*Then the men lit more gas jets, using 
this match, which you will notice is dif- 
ferent from any I can find in the room, 
They drew back the curtains from the 
alcove, and then they took their places 
and proceeded with: the trial.’’ 

‘Trial!’ cried both the doctors at once. 


stout man sat by the table, and acted as 
judge. He took notes of the proceedings 
with a pencil. Here are the shavings of 
the pencil when he sharpened it. I know 
that Allen did not make them, because 
here isa gold pencil full of lead in his 
waistcoat pocket. 

“When the evidence had all been pre- 
sented, they took a written ballot. It was 
probably unanimous. At any rate, the 
dude who sat by the desk, and wrote his 
ballot in ink, voted for death.” 

“Ror heaven’s sake, Mr. Carter, are 
you something morethan human?” ex- = 


“Nota bit of it,” said Nick. 
Jook at this blotter.” 

He picked up a common white blotter ; 
from the desk, and hapded it to a 
mond. AOL ES ae 
_ “T see nothing here but the usual | net- e 
work of lines,’ said Raymond. 

“Give it back to me,”’ said Nick. 

<hr eae sy 


‘ Pes 
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He took out his knife, and with the 
large blade scraped the surface of thie 
blotter, removing many lines and leaving 
others. 

Then he handed the blotter back to 
Dr. Raymond. In the middle of it there 
now . appeared—written backward, of 
course, as any word appears in such a 
case—the record of one of the ballots that 


had condemned Joseph Allen. 


‘Death!’ cried the two doctors in one 


breath, as they gazed upon the word. 
: 


= —_—_— 


CHAPTER IV. 


THE STRONG BOX AND THE SECRET 
PANEL. ‘ 

“Did you suspect the secret last 
night??? asked Dr. Raymond, as soon as 
his surprise had somewhat subsided. 

“I knew that Allen was afraid for him- 
self, and not for his money,’’ Nick re- 
plied. ‘‘Anybody, I. should think, could 
have seen that.’’ 

**And- yet these men were thieves as 
well as nrurderers,”’ 

‘Why do you think so?”’ 

‘His strong box is open and empty.”’ 

‘It always was eee od 

‘What!’ 

“There was nothing of value in it.’’ 


-<*How do you know?”’ 


“Did Allen examine it last night, after 
he found that the man had been in his 
room ?"’ 

““No,’?- 

“Is that likely, supposing that the box 
contained his fortune as he said it did?” 

“Well, I didn’t think of that. I was a 
good deal excited at the time.’ 

“You know perfectly well that he 
would have been on his knees before it, 
examining every nook and corner, if it 
had contained what he told us was in it.’’ 

“1 think he would.’”’” 5 

‘“Then he lied about the box?” 

.“*He certainly did.”’ 

‘*What does that prove?’ 


4 r . . 
eo, ee eee es 


“*T can’t say.”’ 

“It proves that the box was a blind. 
Now, when a man sets up a blind does he 
put any valuable thing in it?’ 

“No.” 

‘*So that settles the question of the 
safe. But it fooled the assassins. ’’ 

“How do you know?” 

“Because they didn’t discover the real 
hiding-place.’? 

“There is one, then, in this room??? 

ae Yes.”? 

As Nick said this word, he approached 
the mantelpiece. 

“It was here,’? he said to Dr. Ray- 
mond, ‘‘that you saw Allen last night.”’ 

Dr. Raymond nodded assent. 

“‘Then,’? continued Nick, ‘‘it is in this 
part of the room that his real treastre is 
hidden.”’ 

The great detective examined with the 
utmost care the woodwork around the 
mautelpiece. 

‘*T have found it,’’ he said at last. 

_ He touched a spring, and instantly a 
small, rectangular piece of the woodwork 
started out, 

Nick took hold of it, and pulled it 
farther out. It was a little secret panel 
which Nick had discovered. 

It swung upon an invisible hinge, and 
behind it could be seen a little cupboard 
containing money and paper. 

**The presence of these things here,’ 
said Nick, ‘shows how completely the 
assassins were fooled by that alleged safe. 
They were so badly fooled, in fact, that 
they hung their man first and made their 
search afterward.”’ 

“That seems extraordinary,’ said Dr. 
Markham. 

‘©Vou're almost certain to find one such 
blunder in every case like this,’’ said 
Nick. ‘'Those men were so dead sure 
that what they wanted was in that sa‘e 


} 


that they never even asked Allen whether 


it was there or not.’’ — 
oot ne Ae 2 oe 


ae 9 


: 
# 


—, 
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Perhaps he refused to tell,’’ said 
arkham. 
“Tf you'd seen the man alive,’’ said 
i Nick, ‘tyou wouldn’t say so. They could 
ebave made him think his life depended 
on it, and he would have toid them any- 
tlfing they wished to know.” 
 **Then they were looking for some- 
thing ?”’ said Raymond. 
“Yes; their going through the a 
proves that. What they wanted is here.’ 
/ “The money ?”” 
__ **No; you see there isn’t much. Allen 
. his money in the Tenth National 
= -Rank,*? 
~ “Bank!” exclaimed Raymond; ‘why, 
he was always saying that he wouldn’t 
trust a bank.”’ 
= ae lied,’’ said Nick, calmly; ‘‘look 
it chi kbook. Here’s his balance 


ers. Allen’s balance in ats bank was 
$161,450. Fat aa 
The money in the atte locker was 
less than $200. It was mostly in small 
bills. = 
'**Now for the papers,’’ said Nick. 
‘*Mostly memoranda of business transac- 
tions; throw no light on the present case. 


in its appearance. It 


ep of a piece of 
fbete Was no ap: 


seemed to be wild lan , for the posi- 
s of several hills, ‘rocks and trees were 
frat no houses, barns, eee or 
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“The meat of the whole transaction is 
here.”? 

“But how is anybody to get it out?’’ 

One thing is certain,” said Nick; 
“this map was made for the purpose of 
showing the location of this spot.’’ 

He touched a figure on the map. It was 
a square near the centre. 

In each corner of the square were four 
little marks shaped something like keys, 

Nick fixed his eyes upon this peculiar 
diagrain. for several] minutes, and-then he 
again searched the locker. 

‘“Here is a clew,’’ he said. 

In his hand he held a rusty key of a 
peculiar shape. 

‘*T begin to see a little light,’’ he said. 

“Tt looks dark enough to me,”’ said 
Rayniond, shaking his head. . 

“This map,’’ said Nick, ‘‘clearly shows 
the location of buried treasure.’”’ 

“That much I grant.’’ 

‘*The spot is indicated by this square. 
The four marks on the- square are four 
keys. 

“*T infer from that, that four men buried 
the treasure. They were unwilling to 
trust one another, and so they made an 
iron vault or safe which could be opened 
only by means of four keys. 

‘‘Kach man then procured his own key 
and kept it. Doubtless, each has a plan 
of the spot, so that doesn’t so much mat- 
ter. But the key was really of some con- j 
sequence to the assassins who were here 
last night.’’ 

“Then they failed in their purpose ?”” 

“Oh, no; their principal purpose was 
revenge! ‘That they have Lad, you must 
admit.’’ : 


“Have you any idea why they took 
stich a vengeance?” vd 
“T can’t say positively.” $53 
“It may be that he found a way to eet : i 
all this treasure for himself.” : 
‘‘No; for, in that case, he would either 
ane kept no ae at a ae ae all four. te mo i 


ng 
int) Mate Soe 
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“Then you think that the treasure is 
still there?’ 

“‘T feel quite sure of it.”’ 

“But those men will get it?” 

‘Ves; they will unless we stop them. 
The key would be only a convenience, 
not a necessity. 

‘*Probably the vault is so strong as to 
be very difficult to enter. But no place is 
strong enough to resist modern burglars’ 
tools.”’ 

““Then I don’t see what was the use of 
the four keys. They could betray one an- 
other just as well.” 

‘‘No; you’re mistaken. The place is 
probably near some traveled road. Per- 
haps it’s on Staten Island or,in Harlem. 

“The vault is covered with dirt, and it 
is so strong that it can’t be burglarized in 
a single night. That’s what these fellows 
depended on. 

“They said, if anybody tries to get in, 
he’ll have to take -two nights for it, and 
the hole inthe ground will be noticed 
during the day. 

“JT believe that their scheme was good, 
and that I shall yet see that wonderful 
hiding-place and its treasure.”’ 


a 


CHAPTER V. 
BURGLAR JOE. 


At this point Dr. Raymond was. in- 
formed that three young imen wished. to 
see him. 

“T guess they’re reporters,’’ said the 
coachman, who brought the information. 

‘What shall I say?” asked Raymond, 
turning to Nick. a 

‘Describe the affair as asuicide. Don’t 

let them come up here.” 
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“Shall I say anything about a reason 
for the suicide ?”’ 

“Temporary insanity caused by excite- 
Don’t tell who the 
thieves were. Just say that Allen got to 


ment about thieves. 


brooding on the subject of burglars.’’ 

Raymond went down stairs to talk with 
the reporters. 

Nick took charge of the things found 
beliind the secret panel. He pledged the, 
coraner’s physician to silence. 

Dr. Markham presently went— away, 
promising to seud an undertaker ‘to take 
care of the body. When the undertaker 
caine, Nick joined Rayimond in the con- 
sulting room. The reporters had got their 
story, and had gone away. 

“T an impatient to go on with the in- 
vestigation,’’ said the doctor. 

“Very well,’’ Nick replied. ‘‘Let us | 
see how far we have got. Here was a 
murder committed for purposes of revenge 
by three inen. The murderers and the 


victim, years ago, buried a treasure. 


‘What we wish to learn is: Who were 


_the murderers, who was the victim, what 


was the treasure, where did they get. it, 
and where is it now ?”’ 

Dr. Rayniond shook his head dubiously. 

““That’s a hard task,?’ he said. “It 
doesn’t seem possible,” 

“On the contrary, it is easy.” 

‘How shall we go to work.’? 

‘‘First, you must tell me how you came 
to know Allen. You said he was your — 
patient, and your partuer.”’ 

“It’s a strange story,’ said Raymond. 
“Tn fact, everything in this case is Te- 


-markable. 


“Twelve years ago I was a young man, _ 
with a fine medical education, and not a 


% 


Py eae 4. SKA 


I knew that I could 
get a start, but that 
eemied nearly impossible. 


izut in my pockets. 
heceed if I could 


“‘] won’t weary you with a story of my 
truggles. Chance helped me. 
‘One day, as I was walking on Twen- 
ty-third street, I saw a man stricken with 
a cataleptic attack. I ran to his assistance; 
carried him into a drug store; brought 
him to his senses, and at last took him 


home. 


_ He proved to be old Colonel Blakesley, 
the niillionaire. 


a 


Perhaps you think that 
his gratitude was what put me on the 
right road. Not a bit of it. 
get a fée for attending him. 


I didn’t even 
I had to 
pawn ay watch to pay for the carriage in 
which I took him home. 

“Ais family physician took charge of 
the case. He happened to be at the house 
when I arrived. We had some conversa- 


tion about Blakesley, and I gave my 
“opinion. 
“When that Seteeeto was a famous 
“specialist—told his story to the reporters, 
he mentioned my name, and in his blunt . 


si way said that 1 knew more about diseases 


of that kind than any other man in New 
York except himself. 

“The next day Joseph Allen called 
upou me. He had tread what that doctor 
had said. : 

~ “We had the most extraordinary con- 
‘versation that ever was in the world, and 
it ended by my accepting this proposition : 
‘He was to buy this house, aud establish 
ame init. I was to treat him, and give 


him. ‘three-quarters: of all the money I 
made, 


7 


“That Was our partnership. He was a 
ivery ehtewa ‘man, 


He believed that if I 
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13 
got into a fashionable neighborhood I 
should succeed. 

“Af 


made him a rich man.’’ 


have succeeded. , My success has 

‘©A very wonderful story,’’ said Nick. 

“Tt certainly is.’’ 

“Tn all the years since theu, you did 
not see the men who called themselves 
Fernandez until day before yesterday ?”’ 

“(Never saw or heard of any such peo- 
ple. 

“Vet their enmity to Allen uiust date 


” 


back to a time before you met him.”’ 

“(T am sure of it. He has had no chance 
to meet them since then.”’ 

“*Has 
house ?”’ 


he stuck pretty close to the 


“Indeed he lias. Perhaps once a month 
he would go out in the forenoon. Except 
indoors till about 
five in the afternoon, when he has usually 


walked for an hour.” 
‘“*Did he seem to fear anybody ?”’ 


‘Not particularly. He was anxious, in 
a general way, to avoid observation, but I 
“ever saw him terror-stricken till that 


day in my office.”’ 
‘When he was reading the Sun?’ 
NES 
“You have that paper ?’’ 
“Flere<it 1s.” ; 
‘You know the page?”’ 
‘Tt was the fifth.”’ 
‘(Where was he sitting ?”’ 
“Just where you are now.’’ 


‘*Very well. Did he hold his paper this 


way?” 


Nick took the sheet in the ordinary 
way with one hand on the upper left cor- 
ner; the other on the lower right corner. 


peeves 
Se ep Se ene es 9k SR gate eS Oe boas 


7 


14 
‘That was the way,’’ said Raymond, 
Suddenly he let the paper fall.”’ 
“Not entirely., He held on to it with 
one hand.’ 

‘Which hand?” 

“The right.” 


‘Then what he read was on the lower, 
right corner. A man startled in that way 
will aliost always keep hold of the paper 
nearest the item 
Let us look at that 


with the hand which is 
‘that has startled him. 
part of the page.’’ 


Nick ran his eye rapidly, over the lines. 
Suddenly he looked up with a peculiar 
glance. ° 

Raymond was so excited that he jumped 
_ out of his chair. 

‘‘You have the clew!”’ he cried. 

“Tt is all. here in eight lines, ”? said 
Nick. ~~ 

“Read them!’ 


‘* ‘Robert McCreary, James Harris and 
Roland Brown, burglars sentenced in 
1880, were released from Sing Sing prison 
to-day. They are three of the famous 
Cortlandt Bank gang. Besides that cele- 


brated safe-cracking, they were suspected 


of the Maiden Lane burglaries in ’78 and 
’79, by which large quantities of jewelry 


were secured, but the crimes could never. 


be traced to them.’ ”’ 


“What can that have to do with the 
present case ?”’ 

“YT will show you. In the first place, 
you must know the story of the Cortlandt 
Bank burglary. j 

“It was very cleverly worked. The 
burglars got in from an adjoining build- 
ing. ‘They secured’ a great sum in cash 
and negotiable bonds. 

‘‘McCreary, ‘Harris and Brown were ar- 


mae i) 
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‘Jaries, and there’s whiere he got his money 


rested purely on suspicion. There we 4 
not a particle of direct evidence. } : 

“The men would certainly have beer 
acquitted but for the treachery of thei 
partner, Joseph Hanlon, known as ‘Burgs 
lar Joe.’ 

*“He made a deal with the authorities, 
They were so anxious to get this gan 
broken up that ‘Burglar Joe’ was. proin 
ised complete protection from the law i 
he would testify. 


ea 


‘He sent his three partners to prison, 
for fifteen years each, and the case against 
himself was dismissed. 


Burglar Joe hid himself. Where? Th 
this house, Dr. Raymond. He was you 
partner and your patient while his palg 
were in Sing Sing. | 

‘‘Was there ever a cleverer way of hid 
ing? You never suspected that the capita 


which started you in business came fron 
a burglar’s plunder.’ 
“‘Can it be possible ?”’ 


“It is true. Of course, the money di 
not come from tle bank. Burglar Joe had 
to return that plunder. But he had doubts 


less been in many other successful burg- 


‘Now you see why he feated vengearrce, 
Now you understand the mystery of your 
cataleptic patient. 

He was the old 
nde a cleve 


“That was McCreary. 
est of the three. He 
actor to deceive you, an expert.”’ 

“Then these three en tried and exe 
cuted their treacherous partner in m 


must 


house,’ cried Dr. Raymond. 


“No doubt of it. for the 
That is doubtless a part of th 


And now 
treasure, 
proceeds of the Maiden Lane burglaries. 

A vast quantity of jewelry was taken 


It did 
Not appear in the pawnshops, and none 


Pnd it never was accounted for. 


f it was ever found in the possession of 
‘fences.’ ‘ 

“Tt was thought that Burglar Joe must 
have taken it abroad. 
that it was hidden. 


But we now know 


‘(We have a diagram of the spot. We 
have one of the four keys of the robbers’ 
treasure house. We sliall find the jewels.’? 

“But there’s no way of finding out 
whiere they are buried.” 

‘* Ves, there is.’’ 

“The diagram gives no clew. That 
spot may be anywhere in the United 
States.’ ) 

TEL SAV ve 

“Then what can you do?” 

“Get on the track of the men. They’ll 
lead me to the treasure straight enough’? 
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**But how can you get on their track ?”” - 
\ 


“The first clew will be given us by the 
boy who used to auswer your doorbell.’ 
*‘You mean the one I had before the 
fellow who was put there by those vil- 
lains?” \ : 

“Exactly.” 

“Was he in league with them ??’ 

“Certainly not.” 

‘Then how can he help us?” 

“When he left you what did he tell 
you? Don’t answer. Tl] do it for vou. 
He said that he had a new position offered 
him at much higher wages.” 

“That is what he said.”’ 

“You asked him about it, and lie would 
not tell where it was. Perhaps he said it 
was in an office down town.” . 

“So he did.’? 


“Do you know witete: he lived ?”’ 
“Ved 


\\ 


“Then we will go to his house.”’ 
“Why ip? 
“We shall 
again.” 
“‘VYou mean that they deceived him.?? 
““Hxactly. They probably hired an 
office down town. They put in a little 
niet your 


find him out of a job 


furniture. Then one of them 


boy on the street; got into conversation 
with him, and offered him a good job. 

‘He has sat in their office for a week 
or more doing nothing, and thinking 
what a soft job he has struck. But by 
this time he has begun to wonder whiere 
his employers are and whois going to 
pay him lis salary. ; 

“‘Of course they’ve skipped. We shall 
get a new description of them from him, 
and may get a clew.’’ 

They went at once to the boy’s house. 
There they found Nick’s reasoning veri- 
fied. 


The boy had not'seen his employers for 
four days. He had got no salary, except 
two dollars which they had given him as 
an advaiice. 

That morning, when he had gone to 
the office, he had found somebody else 
moving in. : 

Nick took the boy in charge, and they 
left the house. 


“What do you intend to do with 


him??? asked Dr. Raymond. 


“Tm going to hang around one or two 
places wliere these fellows may show up, 
and see if this boy can get his eye on one | 
of them.”’ . 

“Tsn’t that rather a faint chance?” 

“JT don’t think so. There is one of their 
old pals named Ledyard, who keeps a 
tough restaurant on Sixth Avenue. 
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 “Ffe’s a half-reformed crook; doesn’t 
go in for burglary any more, but in his 
days was one of the slickest cracksinen in 
the world. If these fellows are going to 
have a hard time cracking their own safe, 
it may be that they will get him to help 
tliem. At any rate, I shouldn’t be sur- 
prised if they gave lim a call.”’ 

The three rode down town in a closed 
carriage. Ou the way Nick completely 
disguised his two companions. 

All the afternoon they hung around 
Ledyard’s place, but without any result. 

It was about seven in the eveniug. Nick 
aud the boy were standing near the side 
entrance of Ledyard’s place. 

Suddenly Nick said: 

“Don’t jump. Don’t show any sign of 
recognition.’ 

“What do you mean?’’ asked the boy. 

“T mean,’ said Nick, ‘‘that here comes 


your man.”’ 


A thin, sickly-looking man, very hand- 


somely dressed, was advancing along the 
street. He carried a switch cane, and was 
stnoking a cigarette. 

‘The boy swore a round oath. 

‘Mhat’s him!’? he cried, aud would 
have sprung forward, forgetful of Nick’s 
warning. 

But the detective clapped his hand over 
the boy’s mouth, and turned him around. 

“You go to Dr. Raymond and stay 
with him,’’ said Nick. ‘‘Tell him to take 
you home. And say to him that Tam on 
the trail.” 


—— 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE HOUSE IN HIGHWOOD. 
Hartis, the dude burglar, entered Led- 


yard’s place, as Nick had expected. 


a 


r 
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The detective followed in a moment. 
Harris walked up to the corner of th 
bar where Ledyard stood. | 

‘‘Well,’’ said Harris, ‘*1’m off.”’ 

‘This evening ?’” 

“Yes. Dll take my bag now. Much) 
obliged to you for taking care of it fo 
mes” 

Ledyard reached behind the bar, aud 
drew out an ordinary traveling bag. H 
handed it to Harris. 

‘*Good-by, Jim,’’ he said. ‘‘Good luck 
to you.”’ 

hey shook hands, and then Harris 
went out. 

Nick had made a note of several things. 
First, the bag was not Harris’. 

It was not new enough to have beer 
bought since Harris came out of prison. 


It was not old enough to have bee 


bought before he went in. 

Second, the bag was very heavy. Third, 
Harris tried to disguise the fact thatthe 
bag weighed more than usual. 

‘*It’s as plain as print,’’ said Nick. t 
himself. ‘‘The bag contains a burglar’ 
kit. Harris has bought or borrowed it o 
Ledyard. 

“He's going to dig up that treasure. 
believe that the job will be done to 
night.’? er 

When Nick got upon tlie street he too 
off his hat, looked into it, and then pu 
it wrong end front. } 

A young iman, lounging on the opposit 
side of the street, immediately crosse 
and followed Nick. 

Harris was walking briskly down to 
ward Forty-second street. He did uo 
look behind him, and if he had, he nevet 


could have seen the secret communication 
Ry, 


Se are 


oa 


etween Nick aud his clever young as- 
istant, Patsy. 

; “Tf he goes to the Grand Central,’’ 
Nick said, ‘‘see’ his ticket and wire Chick 
where he is going. 

Wwe vet to one of the ferries. Then wire 
Chick and leave a trail for him to follow. 

“Tn any case, he is to follow me. Let 
him be prepared for a desperate fight.”’ 

Patsy passed on, whistling as if he 
hadn’t a serious thought in his head. 

“At Forty-second street, Harris took tlie 
elevated down town. Nick and Patsy 
Were on the same train. 

_ Harris got off at Chambers street. Nick 
followed hii to the ferry of the New Jer- 
sey Northern Railroad. 

_ The burglar bought a ticket for High- 
wood, N. J. So did Nick. 

Nothing of any consequence occurred 
on the ride out. They arrived about half- 
‘past eight o’clock. : 

Harris, with his bag in his hand, 
walked up the street from the depot. 
After walking about ten minutes Nick 
Saw upon the night a large house which 
Stood back from the road. 

The burglar went straight to the door 
aud rang the bell. 


Nick had skirted the path, and-reached 
the house ahead of Harris. The detective 
lay concealed very near the door when the 
€X-couvict rang the bell. 

Thete was a bright liglit in the parlor 
of the house, and another in the hall. 
One of the Upper rooms was also illumin- 
ated. 


~ Presently the door was opened and- 


Harris entered. Nick caught sight of the 
betson who answered thie bell. 


x 
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He was dressed as a butler, and looked 
like an Englishman of fifty years or more, 
He was short, squarely built, and of light 


complexion. 
“Can that be McCreary?’’, thought 
Nick. ‘‘He is a good deal that sort of a 


man. His Cuban rig, when lie called on 
Rayniond, was a clever disguise. ‘There’s 
nothing dark about him except his rec- 
ord.” 


Nick was now determined to get a look 
into the interior of the house. He suc- 
ceeded, after much difficulty, in getting a 
place where he could look into the par- 
lor. 

Only one person was there—a young 
man of gigantic stature. He was sitting 
before a table, and Nick thouglit at first 
that he was writing. 

‘’That’s Brown,’’ said the detective to 
And he isn’t 
T should 


say that he was working a problem in 


himself. ‘‘I’in sure of it. 


writing; he’s niaking figures. 


arithmetic. 

‘But what can these men be doing 
here? They haven’t had time to fit up| 
this house, and I can see by the looks of 
it that it hasn’t been standing vacant. I 
itist see that upper troom.’’ 

With the utmost caution, Nick climbed 
the veranda. One of the windows was 
blew 


open a little at the top. ‘he wind 


the curtain aside so that Nick could look 
in. € 

McCreary and Harris were there. They 
seemed tobe in earnest conversation, but’ 
they spoke so low that not a word reached 
the detective’s ears. 

He could hear the hum of their voices, 

but nothing more, at first. ‘hen he be- 


came aware of another sound. 
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Just what it was he could not say. It 
did not seein to be in the room. , 

Finally it grew so loud that Nick was 
able to determine its cause. 

The sound was that of the sobbing of a 
woman. 

_Nick was sure of it. At first it seemed 
possible that a child was making ‘the 
sound, but the detective’s quick ear soon 


corrected that impression. 


But where was the woman? The sound 


was not clear; it was stifled as if it came 
through walls. 

Nick knew that the two criminals must 
hear it. Indeed, he could tell by their ini- 
patient gestures that they were discussing 
it. 

The sound grew louder. 
evidently lost his temper. 

He pulled a big revolver from his 
pocket, and rushed to one of thie doors. 


At Jast Harris 


It evidently communicated with a rear 
room, 

Harris unlocked the door and flung it 
open. As he did so, Nick covered him 
with his revolver. j 

If Harris’ had raised his arm to fire 
Nick would certainly have dropped him 
in his tracks. But he only flourished the 
revolver. He evidently had no intention 
of using 1t. 

So Nick lowered lis weapon, and as he 
did so, he heard Harris say in a low, 
fierce voice: 

“Keep still in there! Another sound 
from you, and it'll be the last you’ll ever 
make.’? 


Instantly the sobbing ceased. 
- Harris closed thé door and locked it. 
‘“‘Now, old man,’’ he said, ‘‘it’s time 


to get to work.’ 
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SSO 
should come to the house??? 
“Well; 


not yet. Suppose somebo | 


you could go to the door.’’ ( 


“I won’t risk it. I must be right o1 


y 
-hand. Wait till later.’ | 


Al nes if you say so. There’s plen; 
ty of time.’ 

“You stay here, and cae an ey 
on--—”’ ; 

McCreary did not finish ‘his sentence, 
He simply jerked his thumb in the dixeg 
tion of the door. { 

Harris nodded. 

“111 go down stairs and see whethe: 
his nibs has finished his figuring.’? 

McCreary left the room. 

Nick was in considerable doubt as to 
what he should do. Evidently these me | 
had prisoners in that back room. 

Nick woul 
have been glad to do them that service, 
he decided 


Should he release them ? 


but on reflection not to try 4 
at once. 

It was of the first importance that th 
suspicions of the criminals should not ba 
Nick did not think it would be 


possible to set the prisoners free withou! 


aroused. 


giving an alarm, especially as there was 
woinan among them, 

As he was debating the question, hé 
heard the sound of a carriage on th 
driveway leading to the house. 

Creeping around the end of the veranda| 
he took up a position directly over thi 
front door. s 1 

The carriage had stopped. Nick coul 
make out a inan and woman within i 
for it was an open vehicle. 

The driver had got down from his p 
sition, and was just ringing the doo 


bell. 


' McCreary, in the guise of a butler, ap- 
ared at the door. 
““Ah, Stewart, is that you ?’’ called the 
lan from the carriage. 
“‘No, sir; if you please. Stewart has 
Jone away, sit. I’m the new butler, an’ 
ne name is Johnson, with your leave, 
ir.) 
“Well, Johnson, is Colonel Harding at 
rome??? ; 

“No, sir; the whole family’s gone to 
lie City.” 
“Ah, 

ards.’? 
The driver handed cards to McCreary, 


I’m sorry. Dunhain, leave 


he ex-convict. Then the carriage drove 
way. 

“Well, ae fellows beat the deck!” 
aid Nick, under his breath. “Ror cold 
1etve, there isn’t their equal on top of 


he ground.’? 


He had no doubt, now, who the pris” 
ets in the back room were. They were 
Jolonel Harding and his entire family, 
With the servants, too, no doubt. 

| How this great stroke of villainy had 
een acconiplished, he did not know, nor 
‘ould he fathom the motive. 

It could not be robbery, for certainly 
he burglars had had time to steal every- 
hing i in the spe if they had wished to 
lo so. : 

Th imust try to find out something more 
bout Colonel] Harding,’’ said Nick, 

We dropped softly down from the ver- 
nda, and began to make a circuit of the 
louse, 


The ground ircemauaely behind it 
eemed to have been left just as nature 
ad designed it. There grew some very 
arge trees, and in the midst of them, 


=e 
rf 
oi} 


ta 
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Nick conld distinguish, in spite of the 
darkuess, the glint of a great white rock.” 

It seemed to bear against the trunk of 
a giant tree, 

A flash of recollection 
Nick’s mind. 

He ran to the rock, and kneeled beside 


passed over 


it. ‘he gleam from the little lamp heal- 
ways carried soon broke out upon the 
‘darkness. 

The rock shielded lim from observa- 
tion. : 

He drew a piece of paper from his 
pocket: It was that which he had taken 
from the hiding-place in Burglar Joe’s 
room. 

He unfolded it and examined the dia- 
gram. , 

“It is the place, beyond any doubt,” 
he said. ‘ 

Drawing out a pocket compass, he took 
a bearing from the rock, and paced off a 
certain distance very carefully. 

“There should be a tree here,’’ he 
“Ah, here isthe stump, half buried. 
Now, thie 


said. 

“That settles the location. 
spot where the treasure was buried can be 
reached from here, from the rock, or from 
either of two other places, according to 
directions on the diagram. 

‘“The rascals were too shrewd to select 
only one landmark which might. be re- 
moved. Now, north by east, two hundred 
and ten feet from this tree.” : 

He paced carefully. Every step meas- 
ured a yard. x 

Sixty-three paces brought him to the 
southern corner of Colonel Harding's $ 
house e 


“Well, by all the seven wonders of the 
world!’ ejaculated Nick. ‘‘This man 
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Harding has built his house right on top 
of that treasure.” 


— ‘ 


CHAPTER VII. 
NICK TAKES A LEAP IN THE DARK. 


The discovery which Nick had imade 
explained the only point which had  pre- 
viously puzzled him. 

He now knew why Burglar Joe had not 
dug up the buried treasure. Naturally, he 
would have waited a year or more until 
/ he was certain that the police no louger 
watched him. ms 

It was during that time that Colonel 
Harding’s house had been built. 
Nick felt sure that the treasure had not 
‘been discovered by the workmen who 
built, the house. Such a find could not 
jiave been kept secret. 
: “Tt was buried deep,’’ Nick said to 
himself.“ “Tt j is under the cellar floor of 
_ that house now.’ ” = 
_ His future movements seemed to be 
perfectly simple. He had only -to wait 
—— qntil_ Chick and Patsy arrived, and then 
the criminals could be taken into custody, 
Sage "He decided to go down the road to meet 


miss the house. 

Just as he ‘tured away, 5 sharp cry 
rang out upon the night. 

Tt was a woman’s” scfeam, and it came 
from: the room in which the eiaenese 
eccieiined. 

ry euded abruptly as if a sane 


"grasped sie woman’s throat. 
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them. Otherwise, they might possibly — 


boldly, and confront the three well-armed 
and despearte meu within was madness. « 

It would do no good. Cunning and not 
brute force ust win in this battle. 

To get into the house, and stand ready 
to take the part of the lielpless prisoners ; 
to do; but he $ 
would enter secretly. Po 


was what Nick resolved 


It would not do to get in onthe ground ; | 
floor. Some one of the ruffians would cer- 
tainly have comunand of the main hiall. 

It seemed better to make an entrance = 
higher up, and work down to them. a 
A lightning rod ran up the rear of the 


house. 


Nick seized it and went up like a pa 
sailor. — 

It was his intention to ascend to the — 
roof, but just under the peak of the gable _ 
he caine to a round window. It evidently é 


lighted a garret. 


He put his hand upon this window, — 
and found that it could be opened.  ~ ‘ 
In a second he was inside the garret. 
It was entirely unfinished. The beams 
were not completely floored over. Ks 
The darkness was intense. Nick drew 
ont his light, and flashed it ahead of him, — 
His glance rested upon what seemed 2 
be a trapdoor by which he could get down 
into the house. aay 


At the instant when he saw this, an- — 
other cry was uttered below him. What — 
horror was being enacted down there? ss 

Nick daterinined that not an instaiit 
should be lost. : a 

He sprang ahead, across the beamae 
Just as he did so, he heard the hissingag 
cruel voice of Harris below. Es 

SK her!” it cried, Pico make @ 


aes 


The sound added aes. to Nick’ ’s feet. 
iH e made a great bound forward into the 

darkness. + 

‘There was a crashing sound. The whole 
Biouse seemed to be yielding “wader his 
| feet. 
| "He flung ont his arms, but met no solid 
}suppott. 
In an instant he shot straight down 
fom the dark garret into a brightly: 
Hlighted room below. 
A deluge of broken laths and plaster 
[followed him, making a fearful din, in 
the ni t of which he heard the voices of 
Pisce ex-convicts howling with feat 


and rage. | 
‘ick’ : y sudden descent might have give” 
him an advantage, It frightened his foes, 
put never for an instant did the great de- 
tective’s Presence of mind desert him. 

<— He struck ¢ on his feet, and a revolver 
was in his hand. ae - 

_ The ge: of the fall was violent, but 
s practically unhurt. ‘The air 45 
i of the white dust from the broken 
net Nick made out the details of 
ene instantly, 

Je was in a large bedroom. The clothes 
chad been torn from the bed, and thrown 
-® corner. ane thane. leri: fine-look - 


him, he ecurely bound. There was 
je bandage sinned his head. 

had no doubt that this was Colo- 
din: ng. He had fallen in defense of 


epee 


Near” sim was a woman about fifty 


“legaane hand and 


* 
a ex Paw: 
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to cry out. 
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foot, toa heavy chair in which she was 
sitting. 

A gag was in her mouth, but it had 
slipped so much that she had been able 
Her scream had summoned 
Nick. Of this he had no doubt. Bound 
to another chair was a beautiful young 
Woman, whom Nick instantly guessed to 
be the daughter of Colonel and Mrs, 
Harding. She was in a dead faint. 

McCreary and Harris stood oné on each 
side of Mrs. Harding. On Nick’s left, 
near the bed, stood the giant figure of 
Roland Brown. 

So much Nick saw in an instant, as he 
braced his muscles after the shock of his 
fall. 

The three criminals, dazed with the — 
suddenness of fris strange appearance, 
were for a moment incapable of attack. 

Here was Nick’s opportunity. He 
might have held that gang covered, and 
killed or captured them all. * 

But fate played him an ugly trick. He 
had stepped forward, drawing a second 
pistol as he did so, when there came a 
great crash. 

Some heavy object struck Nick square- 
ly on the head. A blinding dust enveloped 
him. He was borne to the floor, 


A gteat piece of plaster, loosened by 


jhis fall, had trembled for a moment, and 


had then crashed down upon him. 


Plaster js heavy. It falls very hard. 


The human head, which happens to be in 
Its way, stands a first-rate chance of being 
broken. - 

Nick’s head was not so unfortunate, 
but he was dazed and nearly blinded. 


As he struggled to his feet, the sian 
hans saw pee Lr ee two. 


OS ea = 2 Sane 


* 4 ee ne 


heavy mattresses off the big bed, and, 
holding them before him, flung himself 
upon Nick’s prostrate body. 

Oue of the detective’s pistols cracked, 
but the bullet lodged in the mattresses in- 
stead of in Brown’s heart. 

The great weight pinned Nick to the 
floor. His right hand was under the mat- 
tress; his left wrist Brown had seized 
with both of his hands. 

In a second, the other two criminals 
came to their pal’s aid. Nick was a pris- 
oner. 

Bruised, bleeding, and helpless, the de- 
tective was dragged to his feet. 

A rope had been passed around his 
arms, pinioning them behind him. Brown 
held him by the collar, while Harris 
pointed a pistol at his head. 

McCreary faced him, livid with rage. 

‘©Who’s this?’ he cried. ‘Here, let’s 
havea look at him.’’ 

Nick’s face was so covered with dust 
and blood that his best friend would not 
have known him. 

McCreary took a towel from a rack in 
the corner, and wet it in a pitcher of wa- 

“26 ter. 

Then he mopped Nick’s face, washing 
off dust, blood and the artificial lines of 
his disguise. 

\ “Ah!” said McCreary, “it seems to 
me that I know you." 

‘Guess not,’’ said Nick, ‘‘I never met 
but one such scoundrel as you are, and he 
was hanged.” 

_“Nervy, isn’t he?’’ said Harris. “We 
will take that out of him,’’ 


2 
; 
7 
a 


a there are any more of them."* 


wy 
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“You go outside, Jim, and see whether 


“Right you are, old man. I'll go) 
And, as for you, take that!’’ =a 
The little coward, as he said tho 
words, strode up to Nick and struck him) 
full in the face with his fist, while Brow 
held him from behind. 

‘“*T owe you one,* Mr. Harris,’” ‘sai 
Nick, quietly, ‘‘and you'll find me good 
pay.’’ 

Harris laughed. Theu he hurried awa 
to obey his chief’s instructions. 

McCreary was still staring at Nick. 

“Ves—you,’”? he said, “I know yom). 
You’re a true chip of the old block.” Yow 
look just like your father.”’ 
“ «Thank you, Mr. McCreary,” said 
Nick, ‘(The resemblance has been 10- 
ticed quite often.”’ 

“Brown, this'is Nick Carter, old Si 
Carter’s son. It was his father who pw 
me behind the bars.’’ 

“Why not??? asked Nick, rent 
““That’s where you belong.”” 

“Took here, young man,’ said Me- 


Creary, in a voice trembling with passion, 


‘‘you won’t be so flip when you hear how | 
I propose to settle with you for the little | 
account I had with your father.’’ 2 
“If it’s a debt to pay,’ said Nick 
‘I'm safe. It’s pretty well known that 
you never pay your debts.’’ 
In keeping the rascals talking, Nick 
had a definite object. He wished to gai 
all the time he could, for there was n 
telling how long it might take Chick a: 
Patsy to find ‘him. 
His last retort made McCreary grind | 
his teeth with rage. 
“What do you propose to do wi 
him ?’’ asked Brown. 
es ones we 6. wet that stuff out of 


+ 


. ea At Py wh 
a ae Pe Ro Com 3.4 a oe a” 


ault,”? said McCreary, witlr a horrible 
sath, ‘‘we'll put this fellow into it. 
We'll bury him alive.’’ 

a Nick met this awful threat with smil- 
ing composure. But, for all that, a chill 


‘truck to his heart. 


He kuew that the horrible sentence 


would be executed as:surely as that which 
had been pronounced upon Burglar Joe, 
unless help came. ; 
3 Aud the man capable of facing the idea 
f being buried alive, without an inward 
temor of horror, has not yet been born. 
a eg ee eae 
CHAPTER VIII. 


DIGGING FOR TREASURE. 


- ee 

<i x - 
Pile 
yong. of 


“Tie him down on that iron bedstead, 
Brown,”’ said McCreary. ‘‘That’s the 
safest place for him at present.”’ 

“J thought you intended to take them 
Jall down cellar while we work. If we 
leave them here they may make a noise, 
an d we couldn’t hear it.?? 

“ e’ll take teens down there by and 
ie present we have other work on 
ur es = eve 
“What work?” ae 

We must be sure that this devil has 
no peece's ay wae kind.” 

| | o that.” 
ee d be tter all, go and make a thor- 
for igh search.’ 


Pethap wou ‘re pa ¥ 
Brown lifted } Hick upon the bed as 
ily as if he had 

15. ‘Then he fir Seal with many 
turn and twist of the rope, 


re | over his. tongue. 
Ph am the back of the head. 
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As a gag it was.a failure, but as an ad- 
dition to Nick’s misery it was a great 
success. 

‘‘Now one last word to you all,’’ said 
McCreary. ‘‘If one of you gets his gag 
loose and raises a rumpus, I’]l torture you 
as no red Indian ever tortured a pris- 
oner,.”’ 

_ He went out and shut the door. Nick 
heard him turn the key in the lock. The 
prisoners were left to their own devices. 

Nick quietly tested his bonds. 

They were too strong for him. Not 
even his great strength could burst those 
ropes. 

“Mr. Carter.” 

It was the elder woman’s voice, 

‘*Ves,’’ said Nick. 

“Oh, I am so glad that you can speak !”” 

“I can speak all right. Those fellows 
don’t understand gags, but they can tie 
knots to beat a sailor.”’ 

In view of his own experience, Nick 
wondered that Burglar Joe had been so 
effectually silenced on the preceding 
night. In the present instance, however, 
the crooks doubtless knew that there was 
no real need of gags. The nearest house 
was almost half a mile away. With Dr. 
Raymond’s resident patient, it had been 
a different matter. 

“How came you here?’ said the — 
woman. 

“1 tracked these villains. Tell me how 
they managed to overpower you all.” 
“My daughter and I were alone in the 
house at noon to-day, except for the serv- 
ants. There wasa ring at the bell, and 


a the butler answered it. 


cases’ 


“They must have seized him by the. 


throat the instant he opened the door. I 
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was in the patlor. I heard an unusual 
noise in the hall, and stepped to the par- 
lor door. 

“Tn au instant I was seized, aud choked 
until I lost consciousness. My daughter 
was made a prisoner at the door of her 
rooim in the-same manner. 

‘It was probably an easy matter to 
The 


coachman was at the station waiting for 


overpower the two female servants, 


Colonel Harding. He was at the Engle- 
wood station, about a mile below here. 
Colonel. Harding was coming out on an 
express which did not stop at High- 
wood. 

“When my husband arrived, he was 
struck down the instant he entered the 
front hall. I suppose that the coachiman 
and the groom were taken in the stable.’’ 

‘*Where are the servants now ?”’ 

‘CThey are in the cellar. I Jearn this 
from whiat these wretches have said.’ 

‘Hush! some one is comiug.”’ 

There was a cousiderable noise outside 
the door. 

Two of the desperate villains had re- 
turned. ‘To judge by the sound, they were 
carrying some heavy object which they 
threw down upon the floor. 

Then the key turned in the lock. The 
door was thrown open. 

Brown and McCreary entered, bearing 
what seemed to be a corpse. 

‘“Here’s a friend of yours, Mr. Garter,’’ 
said McCreary. . 

ee ”” said Bik “we found him 


v 


. 
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looking for you, and so we politely showed 
him up.’? ‘ 

McCreary laughed. 

‘He didn’t want to come at first,’’ hi 
said. “In fact, he seemed to object to the 
society of my friend Harris. . i 

‘He was impolite enough to eel 
Harris down, and he was running away. 
But he ran right into the arms of amy, 
friend Brown, who squeezed the life. out 
of him, I guess.”’ ad 

“Do you know him, Carter??? asked | 
Brown, turning the face of the uncon 
scious prisoner toward Nick. sai 


Nick succeeded i in raising his frend high 


enough to see over the edge of the bed. 


One glance realized his fears. The pris- 


oner was Patsy. 


Nick could not help realizing that the 
: Chick, 


alone, and imperfectly aware of the ma- 


situation was now desperate. 


ture of the case, could se Sasha 
rescue. re 
He was far more likely to fall into the 
clutches of these murderous villains. oi 
Brown let Patsy ’s head fall baek upon 
the floor, Then he and McCreary sat 
down and stared at Nick. a 
Presently McCreary began to laugh in 
a low, chuckling way such as a demon 
might have envied. ae 
AD es thinking how you'll look, Mr 
Carter,’’ said he, “‘when they find you in 
the yault, you know. We shall be far be- 


se 


aes 


youd pursuit by that time. 


“We have a very nice litt! 


|Our escape. 


: 
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I’d like to tell you about it. 
You’re said to be a shrewd ian, and 
you’d enjoy it. But prudence forbids, 
Ah, here’s Jim.’? 
Harris entered at that moment. 

"His lett eye showed the mark of Patsy’s 
fist, aud his face wore an even more dia- 
bolical expression than usual. 


‘It’s all right,’’? he said. ‘‘There’s no- 


f body else about the place,’ 


‘Then let’s get to work,’’ said Brown, 


rising. ‘‘The first thing to do is to get 


“these prisoners down cellar.’’ 


down. 


_ Patsy and Colonel Harding were carried 
The others wete nade to walk. 
* “The manner in which Nick was man- 


aged showed that the criminals knew him 


well for a dangerous man. 


His hands were fastened behind him. 


A rope was tied to each of his ankles. 


“While Brown held him by the collar, 


Harris took one of the ropes and Mc- 


“Creary the other, 


‘Ted to the cellar. 


In this remarkable fashion Nick was 
A single gas jet lighted 
a-siall part of it. 


Near the stairs Nick saw the servants 


fastened in various attitudes to iron or 


brick pillars which supported the house. 


Nick was led to that part of the cellar 


where the light burned. He was inade to 


sit down on the cement floor with his 


back against a brick pillar, to which he 


was Securely tied with ropes. 


‘Now, Brown,” said McCreary, “have 


yon figured this thing, out??? 
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“Sure,’’ replied the gigantic ruffian. 
“The old shanty stood right here. The 
vault is just under my feet.”’ 

Brown stamped with his heel upon the 
floor. 

“‘T made my measurements and marked 
the spot while you were up stairs,’’ he 


continued. 
‘How deep have we got to go?”’ 
“About twelve feet.’’ 
“Well, 


Creary, stripping off his coat. 


then, here goes,’ said Mc- 


Brown also prepared to work, but Har- 


ris, the dude, remained sitting on a keg, 


' smoking a cigarette. 


“Come along, Jim,’’ said Brown. 


“YT say,’’ drawled the dandy crook, 
‘Gt’s going to bea big job.” 
“Have you just found that out?” 
“No; but I’ve just got an almighty 
bright idea.”’ 


“What is it?” 


‘Why, to make these fellows do the 
work for us.” s 

Harris waved his hand_in the direction 
of the spot where the servants were. | 
“There are three able-bodied men,’” he 
continued, 

‘Rour,’’ exclaimed McCreary. ‘There 
is Carter.” 

“Ts it safe to let him loose???’ 

“Safe?” 


McCreary uttered a fearful imprecation,~ 
and drew a big revolver at the same time. 
“Td like to see him try any game 


while my eye’s on him.” 
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Then he began to laugh. 
“*T did some hard work for the State on 
“Tt will 


please me a good deal to get square for a 


his father’s account,’’ he said. 


part of it.’’ 

**T would let all four of tlem loose at 
the same time,’’ said Brown. 
Let 
Carter and the coachman take the first 


trick.”’ 


“Then we’ll work ’em in pairs. 


This suggestion came from Harris. It 
was imediately acted upon. 

Nick and the coacliman were set free. 
They were provided with tools aud were 
ordered to cut away the cement floor. 

McCreary directed operations with a 
revolver always ready. Brown lent the 
aid of his enormous strength to the work. 
Harris still sat on the keg. He had a re- 
volver in each_hand, 

Nick was never more delighted in his 
life than when he was unbound and set to 
work. For all that, he realized that it 
would be madness to attempt resistance. 
He might kill due of the ruffians with a 
pickaxe, or shovel, but the others would 
certainly kill him. 

He could hope for no support from the 
coachman, who was a spiritless fellow, 
aud shook with fear that one of the. re- 
volvers would go off “accidentally and 


shoot him. 


_ <It was half-past ten when the work was 


begun. Daylight was struggling down 
into the cellar long before Nick’s shovel 


_ struck the metal top in the treasure vault, 


Coachman, butler and footinan had 
taken turns at the work, but McCreary 
had kept Nick at it all the time. 

“*This is going to be his grave,’ said 


McCreary, ‘‘and it’s only fair that he 


should have a chance to see that it’s prop-— 


erly dug.”’ 
‘Thanks, Mr. McCreary,”? Nick re- 


plied, “I think I shall like it as well as _ 


any grave I ever had.’’ 


_ The excitement of the criminals when 


the vault was reached rose to fever heat. — 
His 7 


Nick’s was not Jess than theirs. 


gtave was dug, and tliese nen intended to 


consign him to it without mercy. 


—— 


CHAPTER IX. 
TRICKED AND TRAPPED. 


The top of the vault was about five feet 
square. Its door opened upward. 
It gave every indication of massive 


strength. Nick wondered how these men, 


though they were all skilled workers in” 


iron, had ever been able to put it to- 
gether. Tt niust have been the work of 


many montlis. 


Probably during that time one of them 


had inhabited the old shanty which Nick 
had heard mentioned during the night. 


It doubtless stood above the vault, and 


shielded them while they were at work — 


upon it. 


‘How long will it take us tocrack it?” 


asked Harris. 
‘You ought to be the best judge, Bob, 


for you had most of the castings made.”’ 


- 


“ert will be a long job,’ said McCreary. 

Then he swore frightfully, and called 
ose on the memory of their trait- 
eros comrade, Burglar Joe. 

_ ‘Where did he hide that key? If we 
had it we could finish the job and be out 
of here before people begin to stir about 
much,” 

TAS it | is, we’ll have to hold this house 
all day, perhaps,’’ said Brown. 

“We might as well quit talking and go 
‘to drilling,” said McCreary. 

“Tie up Carter and the other fellow.’’ 
mind tying Carter. Perhaps we 


is make him useful. Tie up the other 


It was done, Nick was permitted to sit 
on the edge of the -hole that had been 
dug. : é 

Only two of the crooks could work to 
advantage on the safe door. 
; yuarded Nick. 

The gteat detective was not altogether 
eine hopeless He had worked with brain as 
x I as hands during that night. 

1e ground through whieh he had dug 


shad seemed firm ae hard. ‘It had been 
5 sides of the exca- 


The other 
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er part of the earth taken from the ex- 
cavation should be piled on the weak side. — 

In short, he had been setting a trap. 
He had constructed that hole so that one 
side of it was on the point of caving in. 

The cement floor of the cellar held it 
up, but Nick believed that he could strike 
a single blow with a pick on that floor, 
and send the side wall and the great pile 
of earth above it down into the hole. 

If he could catch two of the criminals 
in the cave in, he believed that he might 
deal with the other. 

But how was he to spring the trap? 
The vigilance of the sentry seemed never 
to relax. Nick was covered, every instant 
of the time, by revolvers, in the hands of 
his cold-blooded captors. 

Harris was on the outside. McCreary 
and Brown were bending over the iron 
top of the vault. f 

“Here, Jim,’’ McCreary called, ‘‘come 
‘down here a minute.” 

‘How about Carter?” 

“Brown will go up and look out for 
him.” 

The big burglar began to climb the 
side of that hole which had been left on a 
slant for that purpose. Harris started to 
go down. 

He still kept his pistol leveled toward 
Nick. 

Brown was just drawing his own weap- 
on, so that he could mount guard. 

Suddenly McCreary stopped drilling, 
and began to swear. 
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‘To think how easy we could de this, ae 
he exclaimed, ‘‘if we only had that other 
key.”? 

‘There it is,’’-said Nick, suddenly, 
and threw it down into the hole. 

_ It fell ringing upon the iron. 

Nick had chosen his opportunity well. 
It is easier to throw two sentinels off their 
guard than one. 

Brown depended ou Harris to guard 
Nick. Harris depended on Brown. 

That was just what Nick knew would 
happen. © 

When that key fell, 


‘down the side of the slant. 


both men dove 


Their excitement carried them away. 
They forget their prudence in their wild 
desire to see that key. 

- Then Nick sprung his trap. 

: He struck with his pick at the cement 

floor. He knew exactly where the blow 
must be directed. 
The 
great heap of earth, which had been taken 
from the hole, fell down upon the heads 
of the treasure-seekers. 


With a rush, the bank fell in. 


McCreary and Harris, who were bend- 
ing down to get the key, were crushed 
against the i iron toy, of the safe. 

He had 
just realized that Nick was left unguarded. 

‘Perhaps he heard the detective move, 
= though his motions were almost noiseless. 


Brown was more fortunate. 


At any rate, Brown straightened up to — 


as his f full eights and met the rush of earth 
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He discharged his pistol wildly up into ) 
the air, but the bullet went nowhere near 
Nick. : ij 

Then, dropping iis pistol, the gigantic 
desperado gave his undivided attention 
to getting outof that hole. He clawed his 


way up the bank, 


Nick might have struck him down, but 
he did not. It looked too much like mur- 
der to killa man in a hole like that. 

Man to man, Nick was willing to meet’ 
the gigantic criminal, and try his strengtli._ 


It was a fair field, and no favor. Nei-- 


ther man had a weapon. 

Brown had iost his in the cave-in, and 
Nick’s had been taken from him when 
he was captured. ‘The pickaxe he had 
thrown down. : 


With a dreadful yell of rage, the giant 


sprang upon the detective. 


He had no de- | 


Nick leaped to one side. 


sire to wrestle with such an antagonist. 


“in 
“4 


He put his faith in skill and hard blows. 
As Brown lurched by him, Nick struck 
hard and true. -—_ 
If the criminal had not had the skull f 
of a bull, the blow would have brought~ 
him to the ground. : j 
As it was, it confused him, but’ no 
more. 
Nick. , eae ss 
Again the detective stepped aside, aud” 
planted a blow without receiving a rettt: ewe 
The burglar was hurt, but he was far , 


pir 


in these brief seconcs 4 


He turned, and again rushed upon 


from being disabled, 


_ His experience 


ar —sa - Be ona as, hg aa ee 
- r oe Se 


had taught him caution. He realized that 
he ‘must bring his strength to bear and do 
Gt speedily, or he would fall beneath the 


terrible blows of his antagonist. 
pie advanced upon Nick slowly, pre- 
~ pated to close with the detective, if the 
_ Teast chance offered. 
In spite of himself, Nick was forced 
# into an siaaiaaene = 


till than all else, he heard sounds 
) plainly indicated that one or the 
0 the two amen in the pit was forc- 
| jug ug himself out f from under the mass that 
a had been cast down upon them both. 

ers SE either of. them was able to come to 
be See aid, Nick knew that his own 


xf 


must settle the question between 
and Brown without an ame 


_ the a : = 2 
wn mae the triumph in ‘the 
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tremendois blow planted squarely on the 
jaw. 

The action was so unexpected that the 
hardy ruffian had no guard, and no poise. 

He went down with a crash, and so 
much easier than Nick had anticipated, 
that the detective went down, too, falling 
on top of his prostrate enemy. 

Brown had just consciousness enough 
left to lock his enormous arms around: 
Nick’s body like a gigantic vise. 

Then, with a convulsive movement, 
he turned the detective over, and rolled 
on top of him. But Nick was too wily 
and too strong to be held in such a posi- 
tion. 

He, in turn, threw Brown off, though 
he could not loosen the clasp of those 
powerful arms. 

The .cousequence was that the strug- 
gling foes rolled over once too often. Be- 
fore Nick realized his danger, they were 
over the side of the pit. 

The excavation had been so far filled 
by Nick’s landslide that he and his an- 
tagonist fell only about five feet. — 

They came down exactly on the head 
of Harris, who was strggling out from 
under the debris. ee 

Brown still struggled and clung to 
Nick, despite the detective’s terrible 
“short-arm’? work upon his opponent's 
ribs. < ‘Harris, though beaten back by the 


fall of ie Eo, Mieke had still some figit 


3c) 

But suddenly a loud cry rang through 
the cellar. 

Though the giant’s arms seemed to be 
crushing Nick’s ribs, he still had breath 
enough for an answering shout. 

For he recugnized the voice. 

It was Chick’s, and it meant that the 
fight was over. 


CHAPTER X. 
A VAST TREASURE. 
“Chick, you have saved my life again.” 
“Oh, 
You’d have done tlie rascals alone.” 


“Well, I don’t know. He is one of the 
_hardest citizens I ever had to deal with.” 


no; not quite so hard, Nick! 


‘As Nick spoke, he pointed to Brown, 
who lay bound upon the cellar floor. 

Beside him was Harris, looking like a 
disinterred corpse. He was alive, though, 
and very ugly. 

The men whom Chick had brought 
with him were engaged in clearing away 
the earth from on top of McCreary. 

_ They found him lying flat on his face 
upon the vault’s top. 

His 
first words when restored to the possession 


He was alive, but tnconscious. 


of his faculties, were: 
“How long lave I been ‘buried alive ?”’ 
: Nobody answered immediately, and he 
asked: 
eis it more than two days?” 
“He has suffered all the agonies which 
; he -plapned:; to Sekt: upon you,’ said 


NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


of the horrible revenge which McCreary , 
had proposed. 

“‘T suppose you wondéred why I was so 
long in coming,’? Chick continued. 

“Well, I would have been glad to see 
you at any time during the night,’’ Nick 
replied, with a smile. 

‘Patsy’s telegram went wrong,’’ said 
Chick. 


“That made it much harder for me to 


“It was delayed several hours. 


‘follow your trail when I finally picked it 


apse 

“I finally spotted this. house, but not 
seeing either you or Patsy about, I de- 
cided that something was wrong. So I . 
sent out for more men.”’ 

‘And you came in the nick of time. 
All's well that ends well. Now let’s ex- 
amine the robbers’ treasure house.’? - 

The four keys were found in the earth, 
which was quickly cleared away from the 
top of the vault. They were fitted, and, 
with the aid of oil, turned in their locks» » 

Then the heavy door was thrown back, 
revealing a cavity about four feet square, 

“A great sheet of chamois skin was the 
first object visible, and when it was lifted ~ 
it disclosed a dazzling spectacle. 

“Jewels by the bushel,’? exelaimed 
Chick. ‘What do vou say to that, Dr. 
Raymond?” | F 

Indeed, Dr. Raymond was present, Hav 
ing been brought along by Chick. 

“J say,’’ said the doctor, ‘‘that only 
one man living could have solved: the a 


re of "e nama patient’s sane 


; tion with this heap of treasure. In my 
opintion, no such detective wurk was ever 


‘done before.’’ 

With that verdict, the story ends. 
The stolen treasure was most of it 
Sed and Nick has many a jewel 
‘which the owners presented to him in 
recognition of his work. 

Neither Colonel Harding uor Patsy 
‘was found to be seriously i injured. Indeed, 


ng detective was on his feet again 


in a few days. . 
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The three cracksmen wifi have to an- 
swer for a more serious offense than burg- 
lary when next they appear at the bar of 


justice. 
Murder will be the charge, and the ver- 


dict cannot be in doubt. 

That strange, mysterious crime, the 
hanging of Burglar Joe, will be avenged. 
[THE END. ] 

The next number of the Nick CARTER 
WEEKLY will contain “Caught in Six 
Hours; or, Trouble in Room No. 46.”’ 
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the start. Tom Wright, the hero of Comrades, is a 
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land. Rest assured he will reach fame and fortune on the 
lightning express. The life of an ambitious railroad man is full 
of exciting incident, and Tom has his full share of adventures. 
Through all of these, he will be found Wright by name, right 
in word, right in deed, and always right. The many adventures 
of Tom and his friends will be followed with the deepest interest 
by all who are fortunate enough to read this new series of splen- 
did stories. Tom will be surrounded by several ‘ comrades,” 
who will join hands with him and stand by him in his various 
enterprises. 
MR. ROBERT STEEL is an author of wide experience in the field 
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and Dare Weekly,” to which “ Comrades” will be a companion. 
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